This was made in 2013 during my sophomore year. After finding 


out that I hated biking, I decided to pursue something that I 
loved instead. Usually I don't share my older stories, but ehh 
what the hell. This was the first story that I shared as a 
speech publicly to a classroom, so I thought I would share this 
with you all as well. As you can see, my writing was pretty bad 
back then, but over the years it has become much better. 
Everyone starts from somewhere, so never be afraid to try 
something new. Also, this is hella embarrassing to look back on 
haha. I can't help but think what a fu**boi I was. 

#was tedmy time 8 thgr ade 



A Childhood Story: A Time When I lost Something Very Important 


Bear sat up on my bed. His red body illuminated by the 
ceiling light. I grasped him by his stubby arms and pulled him 
in for a hug. It was time for the nightly "Bear Story" that my 
dad would tell me as I got ready for bed. 

I quickly got into bed, excited for an epic tale of my 
inanimate object. My dad came in the room bearing a smile, I let 
go of my bear, and handed it to my dad. 

"Ready for another one?" 

"Yeah! Another bear story!" 

These stories would always make me fall asleep with a smile 
on my face. Although they were always cheesy imagining "Bear" 
doing a karate kick was always awesome. 

As I got older, the bear stories stopped, but I still had 
him. Even up to the 8th grade, it was just that sentimental. Of 
course Bear had aged as well, his coat no longer shiny and no 
longer as fluffy. He was still Bear however. And, then something 
happened. I fell in love with a girl for the first time. 

Valentine's day came around in middle school. Young puppy 
love was floating throughout the air. I came to school that day 
ready to confess my love. I also came to school that day with 



Bear in my backpack. I had washed him the day before, so he 
looked somewhat new. My actions that day, were some of the 
dumbest of my whole life. 

"Hey hey hey! Happy Valentine's Day Ariel here you go!" I 
said as I dropped off the bear and evacuated the scene. I didn't 
get to see her reaction as I was too chicken to confess. 

Of course I'd get to see her that day again after lunch. 
Maybe she felt the same way as I did? 

With a broken heart the next day. Bear was no longer 
perched on my bed. She had taken Bear with her, but not me. The 
sadness began to sink in, as this was my first rejection. After 
that whole fiasco I didn't want to love anymore. <- WTF? LOL 

I did not begin to miss Bear until my mom pointed out 
something to me. She reminded me that Bear was there since the 
beginning, and that the bear had meant a lot to her too. She 
also told me of how she was going to pass Bear down, to one of 
my future kids. She was furious. 

"You better ask for that bear back!" 

Of course I never got it back, as Ariel and I never spoke a 
word to each other since. In fact recently I tried making up 
with her, but It just made it more awkward. It wasn't about Bear 
either, I just wanted the friendship we never got to have. 




